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6 0e Zusical imes 
AND SINGING-CLASS CIRCULAR 
NOVEMBER I 1920 
EXTREMISTS versus THE REST 
By ERNEST NEWMAN 
Matters have been shaping for some time in the 
musical world towards a test match between the little 
Franco-Russian-Italian group of musicians and critics 
in our midst and the rest of England : and now the 
great event is in full swing. Three things have 
brought affairs to a head-the concert of Stravinsky's 
later works that was given in London last summer, 
the Suite from Mr. Eric Fogg's Ballet 'The Golden 
Butterfly' (scenario by Mr. Leigh Henry), that 
was received with such laughter at Queen's Hall 
a few weeks ago, and finally Delius's trenchant 
article in the September number of the Sackbut. 
Mr. Fogg's Suite was only important as proving 
what many of us have been asserting for some 
time-that the Stravinsky idiom has lately tended 
to become a mere bundle of tricks that any 
musician of average skill could perform with the 
greatest ease. By that we did not mean, as some 
of the infuriated partisans of Stravinsky seemed to 
think we meant, that Stravinsky is a mere 
charlatan. We meant simply that Stravinsky's art, 
like that of all other artists, is made up of matter 
and manner; that, like all other artists, in his 
weaker moments he finds it easier to exploit an 
old manner than to invent new matter, and, once 
the trick of the manner has been caught, any 
ordinarily clever musician can give a colourable 
imitation of it. Our view was, in fact, that this 
idiom has now reached the academic stage, and it 
is as easy to turn out reach-me-down music in 
this style as it is in any of the styles of the past 
that have become academicised. In taking this 
view we were no more anti-Stravinsky than we are 
anti-Brahms, say, when we point out passages in 
this or that work of that great composer in which 
he has for the moment resorted to standardised 
devices of composition that any gifted student 
could manipulate as well as he. 
It was no use, however, our taking the line that 
one can think rather little of a certain work of a 
composer and yet not be 'anti' that composer. 
The out-and-out Stravinsky partisans, themselves 
men of extreme views, could not conceive how 
other people could be men of moderate views. As 
we did not accept all the latest works of Stravinsky 
as plenary inspirations, it followed that we must be 
sworn foes of Stravinsky in everything. So it 
came about that there was war in heaven. As 
little of Stravinsky has been performed outside 
London, the ordinary lover of music must 
sometimes have longed for someone to tell him all 
about the war, and what we slew each other for. 
The Editor of the Musical Times, who, like 
myself, claims to take the middle course in 
the controversy, has been good enough to suggest 
that I might try to state the whole case for the 
general reader, and persuade him, if possible, that 
the middle course is the sensible one. I have this 
disqualification for the task, that I am hardly 
likely to be accepted by the Stravinsky whole- 
hoggers as an impartial judge. As, however, they 
are the sort of people who would not accept 
anyone as a competent judge unless they knew to 
begin with that he was on their side, I shall make 
bold to pass them over and address my 
argument to the person who in the long run will 
have to decide this as he decides every other 
question-the ordinary plain sensible man. 
What, then, is all the trouble about ? The first 
stone, so far as this country is concerned, was 
thrown by a party more remarkable for numbers 
than for influence. It consists practically of 
Mr. Edwin Evans and Mr. Leigh Henry. On the 
other side, I believe, are most musicians of any 
standing. 
What is it that has moved Delius to protest so 
strongly ? He speaks of the 'present widespread 
cult of charlatanism and humbug in music,' and 
declares that'the time has come when every musician 
of serious aims should declare . . . what is his 
attitude towards the current attempts on the part of 
Russian impresarios, Parisian decadents, and their 
press-agents, to degrade his art to the level of a 
side-show at a fair.' He protests against 'the 
devotees of " Dada" [the latest Parisian tomfoolery 
that calls itself a movement] sneering at the great 
masters of the past in the hope of attracting 
greater attention to the petit-maitres of the present.' 
He points out that no great art-work is made in a 
minute: it must be the work of serious men who 
reverence their art and devote the best years of 
their lives and the best faculties of their being to it. 
He does not believe that the great men of the past 
have been not merely equalled but superseded, as 
some partisans of certain living composers would 
have us believe. 'This is an age of anarchy in art; 
there is no authority, no standard, no sense of 
proportion. Anybody can do anything and call it 
" art," in the certain expectation of making a crowd 
of idiots stand and stare at him in gaping 
astonishment and admiration.' 'Great men must 
be denied and great achievements scoffed at in 
order that the little ones may become conspicuous. 
There must be a complete transvaluation of values. 
Art has been "serious" too long: now let us play 
the fool, in season and out of season; let us deny 
everything, turn all our values upside-down.' 'For 
the "latest fiction" public, Shakespeare is out of 
date and unreadable: for its musical counterpart, 
Bach is a fossil and Beethoven a mummy.' A 
certain section of critics is always after the stunt 
and the scoop; and as there are no stunts and no 
scoops to be got out of the composers of the past, 
whom everyone knows, resort is had to a few 
composers of the present who are not widely known, 
the hope being that the ctarrent ignorance of them 
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will make it easier, in the language of the vulgar, 
to put the stunt over. 
With almost all of this I am in agreement. 
I would dissent only from two articles of the 
indictment. I cannot follow Delius in his 
implied wholesale condemnation of the Russian 
Ballet ; and I do not think the true explanation 
of the activities of certain journalists in 
England, France, and Italy is that they are 
deliberately working stunts for stunts' sake. I 
believe them to be in the main sincere. But 
sincerity may be a dangerous virtue in a man of 
limited vision; he thinks his little nostrum the 
panacea for all mankind, and will stop at nothing 
to force it down our throats. The trouble with 
these journalists is not their lack of sincerity, but 
their lack of breadth. There is also, as I have 
urged elsewhere, a little harmless vanity in the 
case. It is always flattering to our s lf-esteem to 
believe that we were the first to ' catch on' to a 
new thing. In these circumstances it is only 
natural that we should end in believing that the 
new thing is a good thing simply because we have 
become sponsors for it. 
Now what is the point of contention between 
people like Mr. Edwin Evans and Mr. Leigh 
Henry and their colleagues in France and Italy 
and the rest of us musicians ? It is not at all what 
they think it is. They always imagine we are 
denying a principle. We cannot get them to see 
that we accept the principle, but merely question 
the value of this or that work written in illustration 
of it. We all agree that both the forms and the 
spirit of art must change with each new stage in 
the culture of the race. They tell us that certain 
modes of procedure that were valid, or thought to 
be valid, in the composition of the past have little 
or no validity for the composition of to-day. We 
fully agree with them. Indeed, we knew it before 
they told us. They tell us that the modern mind 
cannot tolerate the padding, the remplissage of the 
past. Again we agree. They tell us that it is 
possible to construct modern music much in the 
way that some modern paintings are constructed-- 
by the juxtaposition of values rather than by 
way of a coloured outline. Once more we agree; 
once more we politely beg leave to inform them, 
however, that we had thought these things out for 
ourselves long ago. Where we differ from them is 
in their belief that it is tIe method that matters. 
We hold that all that matters is the way a particular 
composer has applied the method in a particular 
work. The strictest conformity to the older 
forms does not necessarily make a great work of, 
say, a symphony by Macfarren. Nor does the 
most faithful following of the newer principles 
necessarily make a work of Stravinsky, say, great. 
Our quarrel with him over some of the works we 
heard at M. Ansermet's concert was not because 
we thought his method per se wrong, but 
because we thought these particular works were 
very feeble specimens of the method. 
If we could only make our opponents see this, 
there might be some hops of a fruitful discussion. 
But they cannot or will not see it. And I suspect 
the reason to be that harmless vanity to which I 
have already referred. They have come to regard 
themselves as a caste apart in music. They think 
the Muses have whispered secrets to them that 
have been withheld from the rest of us. It would 
be too dreadful a shock for them to have it once 
brought home to them that we can not only follow 
easily the music they think difficult, but can see it 
critically, which they cannot. Hence the deplorable 
figure that Mr. Evans cut in the recent controversy. 
No one used to write more sensibly about the new 
spirit than Mr. Evans: his article in the MuIsica, 
Times of August, 1917 (based on some lectures of 
his) is the best summary of the new xesthetic 
problem that I have seen. It is true that the ideas 
were not absolutely Mr. Evans's own. They were 
none the worse for that. Mr. Evans was merely 
drawing up a pre'cis of the creed of a certain 
international group, much as a secretary might 
draw up a pricis of his firm's views on a particular 
matter; and the thing was extremely well done. 
But Mr. Evans has been nothing but a disappoint- 
ment to us since the Ansermet concert. I myself 
suspect that his fidelity was somewhat strained by 
these works, but he dared not admit it, either to 
us or to himself. What we expected from him, 
and kept on vainly expecting, was a statement of 
just why he thought certain works remarkable that 
we found obvious. But he thought it more 
prudent to keep up the old pose that this was an 
order of music that only a few select spirits here and 
there-himself being one of them--could hope to 
understand, and that we poor noodles were beaten 
by them as a dull schoolboy might be beaten by 
some problem in the higher mathematics. It was 
no use our telling him, in the plainest words we 
could command, that the music did not puzzle us 
in the least-that we followed it with perfect ease, 
but did not think the bulk of it worth making 
any fuss about. His reply was a marvellous theory 
of what might happen to us if the music of, say, 
China were to be suddenly dumped upon us; 
how hard it would be for us to adjust our old- 
fashioned notions to it, or it to them! After that 
I gave Mr. Evans up. If he is still merely 
attitudinising, I can only urge him, in the interests 
of his own critical reputation, to strike a new 
attitude: the place for the present one is the 
museum. If, on the other hand, he really believes 
what he says, if, for him, this music of Stravinsky's 
is as difficult to understand as the music of a race 
totally alien to us in culture and tradition would 
be, then, frankly, I do not think much of his 
musicianship; for to myself and others the music 
presents no more difficulties of comprehension 
than any other simple-minded music does. If, 
alternatively, he holds that it is quite easy to him 
and one or two others, but to the rest of us, people 
who have been soaked in every sort of music all 
our lives, it is a sealed book, then-well, in that 
case I can only say that self-flattery could not go 
further. 
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If we want the pure milk of the Stravinsky 
dogma, however, we must go not to Mr. Evans 
but to Mr. Leigh Henry. His is a curious mind, 
that apparently is quite insensitive to much of the 
great music of the world. He especially abhors 
Elgar, Beethoven, and Brahms: no one but a 
comic artist could do justice to that afternoon in 
Mr. Leigh Henry's life when, as he tells us, fleeing 
from one concert-room to escape the boredom of 
Handel and Brahms, he entered another only to 
find-Beethoven! For Mr. Henry, Elgar is 
vulgar, banal; Brahms's first Pianoforte Concerto 
is 'intolerably dull and utterly platitudinary'; 
Beethoven's seventh Symphony is 'bombastic and 
sententious'; and so on and so on. It is open to 
Mr. Henry, of course, to reply to this, ' You say 
you do not think much of certain music. How 
then can you deny me the right to think little of 
certain other music ?' We do not deny him the 
right, however; we simply hazard the opinion that 
when most of the best musicians of the last fifty 
or a hundred years say one thing and Mr. Henry 
another, it is at least not improbable that it is 
Mr. Henry who is wrong. For we who disagree 
with him have this advantage over him, that whereas 
he is blind to the virtues of a great deal of the 
sort of music that we like, we are quite as appre- 
ciative as he is of a great deal of the sort of 
music that he likes. Our musical sense, we 
venture to think, is a little more comprehensive 
than his. We do not find a liking for Stravinsky 
or Bela Bartok incompatible with a liking for 
Cimarosa, the tender charm, grace, and wit of 
whose music have no more effect on Mr. Leigh 
Henry than a fairy-tale would have on a horse. 
Mr. Henry hears only the notes: they lead to no 
imaginative reaction in him. He reminds me of 
the gentleman in the poem : 
Primroses by the river's brim 
Dicotyledons were to him, 
And they were nothing more. 
Well, what is it that this gentleman of obviously 
limited imagination is storming polysyllabically at 
us about ? He has a theory of what music should 
and what it should not be : it is the theory of his little 
Franco-Russian-Italian clan. Music should not 
be 'literary,' and it should not build itself up in 
the way the older symphony did. As this means 
scoring off the slate a great deal of the music 
that we think among the finest ever written, we 
are sorry we cannot oblige Mr. Henry to that 
extent. His courteous reply, of course, is that we 
who still think Beethoven and Brahms and Wagner 
and Strauss rather fine fellows are merely old 
women who ought to have died-or, at any rate, 
gone into a Musical Home of Rest-in August, 
1914. He pictures us as hopeless Conservatives 
who know nothing of the newer music. To that 
I can only reply after the manner of Gibbon's 
answer to the critic who doubted whether the 
historian had read all the books he had mentioned 
in 'The Decline and Fall': 'If Mr. Leigh Henry 
will call some day when I am out, my servant shall 
show him the library.' As for the theory of the 
new music, Mr. Henry really has no need to argue 
with us. Unlike him, we do not worry in the 
least about theories; all we are concerned about 
is whether this or that work is a decent specimen 
of its own theory. 
Mr. Henry imagines that he has to insist on the 
principle that music can now be written in a way 
different from the old. We agree; with the 
proviso that the Stravinsky way is still only one 
way among others. Let me quote Mr. Henry's 
own statement of what Stravinsky has been doing, 
or trying to do, in some of the works that were 
given at M. Ansermet's concert: 
Here [in the 'Three Pieces for String Quartet'] 
Stravinsky breaks finally with the academic theories of 
instrumental writing. The old forms are entirely 
scrapped, with all their conventions: the stereotyped 
procedure of thematic development is replaced by a 
broad tonal design based on sound-colour quantities: 
the older contrast of ' masculine' and ' feminine' 
subject-matter is superseded by a decorative juxta- 
position of instrumental colour, derived from a 
particularised observation of the individual timbre- 
qualities of each: and from this treatment each 
'movement' of the 'Three Pieces' obtains a unity 
approximating to what one terms 'the balance of 
values in painting' : the old unimaginative (sic!) 
symmetry of theme-repetition a d response is laid aside. 
There is nothing so startlingly new to us in all 
this as Mr. Henry imagines. We have been 
familiar with it for years in painting, and we have 
watched various attempts to practise it in music. 
It was natural that the growing impatience 
of all of us with roundabout processes should 
lead musicians to ask whether much of the 
once customary connective tissue of music could 
not be done away with, whether the lines of form 
could not be abstracted and simplified as they 
have been in painting, whether harmonies could 
not be pressed closer together, whether orchestral 
colour could not take over some of the functions 
formally allotted to line. As I have said already, 
we have an open mind for any new theory or 
method: all we ask is that the result shall be 
something more than an illustration of the theory, 
-that it shall be an art-work that justifies itself to 
our ears and our brain. We watch with respectful 
interest the experiments of the greater men, with- 
out always thinking the experiments a success. 
Sch6nberg has been trying for some years to take 
short cuts in harmony. We know that this has 
always been one of the ways in which new chords 
have come to be added to the harmonic vocabu- 
lary. But it does not necessarily follow that 
because the telescoping of some progressions has 
been justified by time that every piece of such 
telescoping will be justified. As 'Autolycus' 
pointed out in the October number of Musical 
Opinion, in a devastating reply to Mr. Leigh 
Henry, we may dispense with connective words up 
to a point with a real gain in concision and force, 
but it is easy to go beyond this point and become 
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unintelligible. The fact that the artist is intelli- 
gible to himself is only half the battle: he has to 
make himself equally intelligible to mankind in 
general. 
Here is a very mild specimen of Sch6nberg's later 
manner (the opening bars of the song 'In diesen 
Wintertagen,' Op. 14, No. 2): 
Ex. I. Moderato. 
. 
~----- -- - 
I  ' 
- 
--- 
I 
--  
Moderao. 
- - 
___- ---- 
In die- sen Win - ter-ta- gen, nun sich das 
-- 1-F! 
Licht ver - hillt, 
_c. 
We can sympathise fully with his desire to make 
every chord a self-supporting entity, as it were, a 
collection of ruling chiefs standing shoulder to 
shoulder without any dilution of dependents, and at 
the same time we can say with confidence, after 
playing through the song many times, that it is not a 
work of art of any particular value. It interests us, 
but it does not bowl us over, does not make us gasp 
and wonder how such a vision of beauty could 
come to a rhan. We have the same feeling with 
regard to the four songs of Op. 22, from which I 
quote the opening bars of 'Seraphita.' (The 
melody is given to six clarinets, the harmonies to 
the muted 'celli divisi) 
Ex. 2. 
(.=I= 
96-ioo. ) 
I -- - -"- 
- _- 
 . . . ----- - 
--- - 
- 
- 
_ __ 6l IWO pp-f 
VPp 
pp &c. 
The devotee of Sch6nberg may say, of course, 
that in twenty years this will be recognised as 
wonderful music, and we who think it mere 
experimentation will look very foolish. Well, vwe 
will risk it. If anything is wrong with us, however, 
it is with our taste. Any trained musician will 
scout the idea that this music is difficult to read, to 
follow, or to understand. 
I insist upon this because of the quaint notion 
of people like Mr. Evans and Mr. Henry that we 
find it difficult to read, follow, or understand 
Stravinsky. On the contrary, we find him, in 
comparison with such a man as Schonberg, almost 
comically simple. Schonberg does at all events 
vary his expression, and keeps working his 
harmonies out with a sort of dogged logic over 
several pages at a time. The latest Stravinsky 
thinks only in snippets, and repeats the same 
childish devices till we are iveary of them. Let us 
look at some of the specimens of the music that 
Mr. Evans imagines to be as incomprehensible to 
poor fellows like myself as Chinese music would be. 
It is no wonder that a boy of seventeen, like Mr. 
Fogg, can unconsciously parody the style, for it is 
all formule. It is all very well to talk of Stravinsky 
getting his balance by means of tonal quantities and 
values instead of by conventional symmetries, and 
of replacing ' the stereotyped procedure of thematic 
development' by 'a broad tonal design based on 
sound-colour quantities'; but really we expect 
something a little less infantile than this 
('Bergeuses du Chat,' No. 3): 
Do- do, len - fant do, I'en - fant dor -mi- ra bien- t6t 
- 
_ _ 
m bs 
Au- jourd' hui le . . chat a . . 
Ili miton bl b t rs 
&c. 
The bass moves about throughout the greater 
part of the little song in 4ths, and it all ends with 
this dazzling inspiration: 
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Ex. 4. 
/ --  
Nothing so encouraging to the young composer 
as these latest Stravinsky works has appeared for a 
long time: on these lines composition has at least 
been made so easy that no one need despair. All 
you have to do is to 'juxtapose tonal values' 
regardless of whether the juxtaposition talks sense 
or nonsense, wisdom or childishness. You will 
have to be cautious, of course. You must not go on 
too long, or people may find you out. For this 
reason it is best to follow Stravinsky's wise example. 
The four songs of the 'Berceuses du Chat' contain 
59 bars in all; the four songs of 'Pribaoutki' 
22, 20, 34. and 58 bars respectively; the first and 
last of the 'Three Pieces for Clarinet Solo' 30 and 
61 bars (the second has no bar-divisions, but 
occupies eight lines). When you go beyond, say, 
fifteen bars you are running risks; so, regardless of 
what Mr. Leigh Henry, in his innocence, may say 
about the passe' device of? symmetry, achieve 
symmetry and length at the same time by 
the simple plan of repeating yourself. The 
thirty-six bars of the song 'Tilimbom ' 
(No. I of the 'Trois Histoires pour 
Enlants') are occupied solely with thirty-six 
repetitions of a four-note figure. In the right 
hand, twenty-four bars are silent: the other twelve 
are devoted to repetitions of the same figure. 
Repeat yourself, in fact, to any extent; this sort 
of thing is forbidden only to the German classics: 
it is all right for a modern Franco-Russian. 
Above all, do not let Mr. Leigh Henry scare you 
off thematic symmetry; Make no attempt, of 
course, to work out a balance of design on a large 
scale. That method has two disadvantages:it is 
German, and it requires a certain amount of brains, 
a certain faculty for going on thinking consistently. 
But in your own primitive little way there is no 
objection to one bar balancing another 
thematically, as Stravinsky makes them do all 
through the 'Three Pieces for Clarinet Solo' and 
elsewhere. 
The other devices are equally simple. Write 
out your little work, first of all, in plain, straight- 
forward harmony. If it looks rather common- 
place in that form, just put one section of the 
harmony out of tune with the other, and then 
keep hard at it all the while, in this style 
(' Bereuses du Chat,' No. i): 
__ "_1 __ , . - 
Ex. 3 
- 
. . . .  . ... o1 
Notice how the situation has been saved by 
putting the bass 5th on C sharp instead of on D, 
as an old-fashioned nincompoop like Brahms 
would have done. 
Or you can jam alien notes together in this 
fashion (' Beireuses du Chat,' No. 2): 
dj Si le vieux n'a pas fi - ni, 
Ex. 6. &c. 
or this ('Pribaoutki,' No. 2): 
Ex. 7. 
I I -.. - -- 
&c. 
- - 
or this ('Pribaoutki,' No. 3): 
Ex. c. 
ffF 
Any old notes will do; the great thing is to get 
them a little 'off' with each other. That will 
show people what a daring harmonic thinker 
you are. 
As regards your vocal melody, you have the 
choice of two courses. You can write a succession 
of notes that mean nothing at all apart from the 
words (never mind what Mr. Leigh Henry may 
say as to the absurdity of making music depend 
on literary suggestions), or you can write in the 
Russian folk-song style. This latter method may 
be most strongly recommended because of its 
ease. But never forget to show your modernity 
by harmonizing even a child's folk-song just off 
the key, as thus (No. 3 of the 'Trois Histoires 
pour Enfants'): 
Ex. 9. 
o-- ~ 
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And of course, having hit upon a simple little 
dodge of this sort, you must keep it going like an 
obsession. The bass of the last example, for 
instance, runs unchanged through the whole of the 
nineteen bars of the song. The art is all the more 
dazzling when you can hit upon a figure like this 
(No. 4 of ' Pribaoutki'): 
Ex. 0o. 
Et l'vieuxa . . dit comme a, au bos - su d'se &C. 
*) bp.i 
15 I 
and keep it up for no less than twenty-one bars. 
Another safe stunt is to harmonize in 7ths 
instead of in 6ths, and to end without concluding, 
as thus (' Berceuses du Chat,' No. 4): 
mon en - fant a moi en . a 
S___  
un bien plus beau que Ca 
le iL 
And whatever you have made up your mind to say, 
keep on saying it, especially if you can convey the 
impression of two impolite people talking at once, 
neither listening to what the other is saying 
(' Quatre Chants Russes,' No. 4): 
Ex. 12. 
VoICE. 
I AN. 
AR-4 
i do 
Finally, be very careful as to the literary ideas you 
set yourself to illustrate. Beware of touching 
normal humanity. Don't sing of men and women, 
of love and death, of the joy of life, or of anyx 
other matters in which foolish humanity is in- 
terested. For one thing, this is what the Germans 
do, and the first article of your creed must be 
contempt for most things German. In the second 
place, if you try this sort of thing you will invite 
comparisons with some of thie big composers,,and that may be awkward for you. The best way to 
prevent people from discovering that there is nothing 
at the bottom of your purse is to refuse loftily to turn 
it out. So affect a cheerful, cynical superiority to 
the ordinary human themes, and sing about such 
things as cats, ducks, sparrows, hares, goats, swans, 
geese, hens, and cookery. 
It is all so absurdly easy that one wonders why 
more composers do not do it. They must be 
either too busy or too lazy. 
All this may not seem at first sight like taking 
the middle course in the discussion. I think it is, 
however. We have no quarrel with Stravinsky. I 
personally would not say, as one inimical critic has 
said, that Stravinsky is merely a sort of superior 
Irving Berlin. I have always thought the composer 
of 'L'Oiseau de Feu,' 'Petrouchka,' certain 
songs, and certain parts of 'The Nightingale,' 
one of the most original geniuses the world 
of music has ever known.* Our quarrel is 
not with him, but with the journalists who try 
to force the whole of him down our throats 
indiscriminately. We do not even say that all 
these later works are worthless. Some of them 
have decided charm, though it is true that their 
charm largely depends upon tricks, and so is 
easily imitable. There is undeniable piquancy in 
some of Stravinsky's larking about with voices and 
instruments ; but let us frankly call it larking about 
and have done with it. When Stravinsky writes 
'Rag-time' we are invited to look upon it as one 
of the most marvellous works of the day, whereas 
it seems to us that any one of a hundred other 
composers could have done the thing equally well. 
Does it really take any prompting from heaven to 
play about with discords in this obvious way ?: 
Ex. 13. 
A I 
U....I 
R I do 
" ... . 
col. 8a. th"roughout- 
Art 11 W-4 ni ~c 
* I have not heard 'Le Sacre du Printemps.' 
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When Puccini does the same sort of thing' in 
his representation of an out-of-tune old barrel- 
organ in 'I1 Tabarro : 
Ex 14.-l 
Ex. i5. 
&c. 
we take it for what it is--a jeu d'esprit requiring 
no particular genius. It is only when Stravinsky 
and his school do the obvious thing that we are 
supposed to go blind with admiration for it. 
Let us then make one thing clear. We are not 
against any composer merely because he is doing 
new things. We merely claim to distinguish 
between the new things that exhibit genius and the 
new things that do not. And we object to having 
the latter stuffed down our throats by a few 
journalists who have never shown the slightest 
ability to discriminate between the first-rate and 
the third-rate music of their own adoration. 
Mr. Leigh Henry, for instance, is an admirer of 
Alfredo Casella. I myself regard Casella as one 
of the brightest musical intelligences of the day, 
and an incomparable parodist; but as a composer 
I should say he belongs to the large number of 
people who want to but can't. Test him by some 
of the pieces of his that Mr. Henry quoted from 
with approval in a recent article on him. This is 
from his ' Inezio': 
Ex x6 
Andante mollto moderato. 
- 
- " . ..... j=l-  i _, 
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t 
- - 
..-.- 
- - 
&C., 
and this from No. I of his ' Pupazetti': 
Ex. i7. - 
, 
Allegro molto vivace, quasipresto. 
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Is there a student in any of our conservatoires 
who could not turn out this sort of thing by 
the ream? Mr. Henry thinks that this music 
possesses a peculiar richness of texture, created 
not by elaboration but by a kind of tonal-colour- 
synthesis, sometimes concentrated throughout, 
sometimes concentrated by degrees, by successively 
superimposed motives.' For Mr. Leigh Henry, 
seemingly, it is enough that a piece of music is 
written in a certain style; if the rules of the school 
are complied with, the quality of the thinking is a 
secondary consideration. 
This is what we have been accustomed to call 
academicism. Mr. Leigh Henry and his 
associates, in fact, are the new academics, the 
High Priests of the Obvious. And it is because 
we others object to academicism of any sort, to 
the new as well as the old, that we cannot accept a 
particular piece of work as being.excellent merely 
because it comes out of a particular school. We 
are all looking forward to Stravinsky giving us a 
big work that shall be as fine as the big works of 
his past. But the small works of the last few 
years we can regard only as a mixture of good 
fun, poor fun, experiment, occasional inspiration, 
and negligible triviality-in any case, as mere studies, 
mere pages from a sketch-book. 
Mr. Evans, indeed, surmised as much at the end 
of one of his articles. But he had previously 
taken these sketches with a portentous gravity that 
to me was wholly comic. And it was when coming 
out from the concert of these mere sketches that Mr. 
Eugene Goossens, jun., remarked to Mr. Leigh 
Henry that this was 'the finest thing, the only 
thing, comparatively, in the whole past season'! 
For Mr. Leigh Henry they were 'the greatest 
musical event' at which he had been present for 
six years! Can they wonder that we wonder at 
the ease with which they are satisfied ?
The Royal College of Music memorial to Sir 
Hubert Parry will be discussed at a meeting in the Concert Hall of the College on November 18, at 
5.30 p.m. The meeting is open to past and present 
members, and all who have been connected with the 
College since May, 1883. Meanwhile suggestions as to the memorial are invited, and should be sent to the hon. secretary of the Memorial Com- 
mittee, Miss Emily Daymond, 17, Kensington 
Square, W.8. 
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